DEDICATED 


TO 

(Samuel  JHuehlcbaiiut,  €sq. 

f  Othet'wise  James  Lumsde?!,  of  j 4.  Royal  Park 
Terrace,  Edinburgh ), 

BY 

SIR  ROBERT  THORBURN,  K.C.fl.G., 

Ex=Premier  of  Newfoundland, 

FROM 

“  Sonieivhere  far  abroad^  where  sailor's  gang  to  fish  for  cod  f 

- - 

I  hae  yer  buik,  ma  canty  frien’, 

An’s  read  it  wi’  great  pleasure, 

So  may  yer  muse  be  ever  bricht, 

Nor  scrimpit  in  her  measure  ! 

And  may  Dame  Fortune  change  her  mind — 

Syne  fill  her  Bardie’s  pocket  ! 

An’  keep  his  caunle  burnin’  bricht 
Doun  to  the  very  socket  ! 

“  A  fellow  feelin’,  wondrous  kind," 

Makes  us  o’  ane  anither. 

In  ilka  loyal  Scot  we  find 
A  sympathetic  brither. 

But  if  the  muse  cements  the  links. 

That  tells  each  brither’s  trouble. 

Ah,  then  !  a  dual  cord  entwines 
An’  makes  the  mandate  double  ! 

I  too  hae  woo’d  the  “  Fickle  Jade,” 

While  wand’rin’  o’er  the  heather, 

Weel  clad  in  tartan  trews,  I  wot. 

But  guileless  o’  shoe  leather  ! 

But  that’s  langsyne,  in  youthful  days. 

When  storms  o’  life  were  hidden  ! 

An’  weel  it  is  my  honour’d  frien’. 

For  come  they  will  unbidden. 

Then  gird  yer  loins,  my  sturdy  Bard, 

An’  face  the  stormy  weather, 

“  The  darkest  hour  precedes  the  dawn," 

The  silver  linings  gather  ! 

Our  F'ather  never  smites  in  vain. 

Nor  lifts  the  rod  in  anger. 

He  pilots  dka  ane  through  life. 

An’  maist  while  shadows  gather  ! 

For  some  maun  dree  the  loss  o’  life. 

An’  some  maun  lose  their  treasure. 

But  spar’d  ane’s  health,  an’  friendship’s  ties. 

There’s  still  a  blessed  measure  ! 

Wi’  food  eneuch,  an'  claes  to  boot. 

Then  let  us  be  contented  ; 

O’  life  we  are  but  tenants  here. 

So  be  our  time  weel  tented  ! — (Amen  !) 


St.  John’s,  Newfoundland,  1899. 
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